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Everybody in the south knows who commands at Ninety Six, It's
Colonel Cruger. Haven't you heard of Gruger ? John Harris Ginger
of New York?"

" I met him long ago," I said. " I didn't know he'd become a
soldier."

" I have always said that wars are fought by the wrong men,"
McGillivray said. " Cruger is a great soldier. The Creeks and
Cherokees say he's better than any two generals on either side. He
moves like the wind in the night; and whenever he's struck, he strikes
back harder."

" That sounds good," Buell said. " I've seen so many of the other
kind that I'd go a long way to see the right kind."

" I warn you," McGillivray said. " The rebels in the south are
merciless to Loyalists and Indians."

" We can't turn back now," I told him. " You've been kind to us,
and we'd like to have you do us just one more good turn. You say
some of these young men carried corn to Ninety Six three days ago.
Would you be willing to persuade two or three of those same young
men to get us safely to Ninety Six ? "                                             *.

" I would and I will," McGillivray said. " I have a liking for
you, and more for the cause you represent. Unless that cause is
triumphant, I foresee as pharisaical an upheaval as the world has
known ! " Thereupon he made us another speech, but he gave us the
young men.

CHAPTER   LXXVI
IF EVER a country reflected the fears and bitter hatreds of those who
dwelt within it, it was that part of South Carolina through which
Buell and I travelled to Ninety Six.
The river down which we floated was bordered by dark groves of
gums and cypresses ; by silent savannahs. The few houses were uit
.painted, unglazed, withdrawn, despondent.
As we approached them every sign of life and occupancy hastily
whisked from sight. At one moment children played before them; a
moment later the children were gone. Cows and horses flung up
their heads and ran for cover. Masked racoons grinned and washed
furtive hands as we went by. Deer leaped in the swamps ; logs came
startlingly to life in the shallows along the bank to swim swiftly out
of sight. There was a sticky heat over everything, a depression that
distressed the mind more than the body.
On the twentieth of May our guides turned into a swampy creek,